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PREFACE. 

An apology seldom falls with much grace from the lips of 
one who has voluntarily committed an offence, and, therefore, 
the author of the following Illustrations will offer none, for 
thus rashly venturing upon holy ground, and intruding upon the 
public his crude and unfinished effusions. But it is too late to 
recant, if he would : — they have already escaped from the press 
and are only waiting for the sanction of a preface, to be " cast 
upon the waters." Should they meet only with sunshine, and 
the favouring breeze, they may be followed by a second number, 
at the opening of the Gallery, the ensuing season. If not, 
why then they will but share the fate of many worthier offerings 
at the shrine of the muses, and fill a nook within the wallet, 

" Which lime hath evei at his back. 
Wherein he pats alma for oMmon." 

Boston May 22, 1827. 
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WASHINGTON. 



BY PEALE. 



Hail to thee, monarch of a people's love ! 
Imperial regent of the heart, all hail ! 
How doth the regal coronet grow pale, 

Before the wreath, which Freedom's hand hath wove 

Around thy brow ! — Each flower that blossoms there, 
Was nurtured in the soil of liberty — 
Each leaf was gathered from the sacred tree, 

And blessed, and hallowed by a nation's prayer. 

Thine is the throne imperishable — thine 

The crown, whose lustre time can never dim : 
Thine is the priceless offering, the hymn 

Poured forth by gratitude at virtue's shrine. 

Millions are worshipping on bended knee, 

Once more they bid thee, hail, sole monarch of the free ! 
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SAUL AND THE WITCH OF ENDOR. 

BY W. ALLSTON. 

What daring footsteps come, to break 
The silence of the darkened wood, 

And thus at midnight's hour awake 
This sleeping solitude ? 

Some wanderer with the burning trace 
Of guilt and sin upon his brow, 

Seeks out the prophet's resting-plaee ; — 
But wherefore comes be now ? 

That form — it cannot be forgot ! 

'Tis he — 'tis valour's proudest son — 
And she who guides him to the spot, 

Is Endor's fearful one ! 

What deed of darkness e'er could ££&d 
Such wanderers to the place of prayer ? 

Oh ! would the stubborn knee might bend, 
The dark soul worship there ! 

Her hand has traced the magic sign, 
Her lips the unholy spell have said : 

Can they death's frozen clasp untwine, 
Will the grave yield its dead ? 
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But see, amid the bursting gloom, 

What shadowy spectre meets the eye ? 

'Tis the pale tenant of the tomb- 
List to his prophecy. 

" Monarch, thy throng and sceptre are in rust, 
" Warrior, no more the child of victory, 

" Father, thy hopes are mingling with the dust, 
" Mortal, to-morrow thou shalt be with me !" 



The morrow's sun shone dimly down, 

In sadness on the battle plain, 
On horse and rider overthrown, 

On slaughtered chief and train. 

And there lay one, whose stiffened hand 

Fast fixed in nature's agony, 
Still firmly grasped a broken brand, 

As if in victory. 

I knew him for that fearless one, 

Who broke the slumbers of the dead i 

Dimmed was the brightness of his sun, 
His dreams of glory fled ! 

He had gone forth at break of day, 
While thousands waked his battle hymn : 

Like dew-drops they had passed away, 
— God had forsaken him. 
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THE STORM. 

BY H. C. PRATT. 

" The tempest caught them on their tender walk." — Thompson's Seasons. 

Life ! 'tis a harp of many thousand chords, 

Whose music wakens, as the hand of time 

Plays lightly o'er it, and in turn calls up 

Its slumbering echoes : — some are strangely sad 

And wildering, like th' unearthly sounds that steal 

Thro' the dim aisle, and vaulted sepulchre, 

At evening's fall ; — and some are soft and sweet 

As the low moanings of the dying breeze : 

Oh, such are love's and beauty's melodies, 

And such as these, is the sad strain that tells 

Of Celadon, and his Amelia. 

They had gone forth in love and innocence, 
'Neath the blue sky, and in the summer calm 
Of their young hearts, they dreamed not of the storm, 
The whirlwind and the tempest. They had gazed 
Upon the page of nature, as it lay 
Unfolded to their view, and only read 
One long — unending tale of happiness. 
They listened to the sweet and gentle song 
Of nature's minstrels, and to them it spoke 
Of love, and hope, and happy innocence. 



The scene was changed ! They heard the distant sound 

Of gathering thunder, as it pealed along 

The darkened firmament ! They saw the flash 

Which bore the vengeance of th* eternal down 

To guilty man ! They shuddered as the wing 

Of the dark spirit of the storm swept by, 

And fanned them in its path ! Poor tremblers, where 

Shall they seek refuge from the gathering storm ? 

The torrent is upon them ! Can they find 

Safety within the chilled and shrinking breast, 

Comfort on the pale cheek, or hope within 

The tearful eye ? Their trembling hands are clasped 

In burning agony, their eyes upraised 

In fruitless prayer to Heaven ! — It hath gone forth — 

That drooping flower hath found a peaceful rest 

On the cold earth : — a pitying seraph caught 

The last faint sigh, as from her quivering lips, 

Stole forth the much-loved name of Celadon, 

What was the world to him ! He culled the flowers, 
Which she was wont to watch, and every leaf 
Bore a fresh tear-drop :— every breeze that sighed 
Through the green bower, where she was wont to sit, 
And warble songs of love, uttered her name. 
He heard in every note, the silvery-tone 
Of her sweet voice : — Oh ! whither shall he fly, 
From memory's maddening sting, — where shall he hide 
The mountain of his misery ? — the grave ! 
Aye, in the silent grave he heeds it not 
Slumbering in peace with his Amelia, 



RISING OP A STORM AT SEA ;— PILOT BOAT GOING OFF. 

BY W. ALLSTON. 

All night the sullen roar 

Of the gathering storm at sea, 
Had howled along the winding shore, 

In fearful augury. 

It came with morning light, 

Like the giant in his wrath : — 
The whirlwind followed in its flight, 

Sweeping the ocean path. 

Hark ! 'twas the signal gun* 

That pealed along the deep, 
Ah, who shall tell how many a one, 

That sound hath caHed to weep ! 

Go forth, ye hardy few, 

Mid the rushing of the sea ; 
Your hands are firm, your hearts are true, 

Our prayers shall follow ye. 

Go forth amid the storm, 

While the angry tempest raves, 
To where yon tall ship's gallant form 

Floats proudly o'er the waves. 
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Proud hearts are beating there, 

And yet 'tis not with dread ; 
Oh ! they have left a land as fair, 

As that on which ye tread. 

Their's is the smiling home, 
With sweet faces round its door, 

Where the proud atlantic's whitened foam 
Breaks on a foreign shore. 

But when amid the storm, 

While the raging gale sweeps by, 

They think upon each much-ioved form— 
A tear-drop dims the eye. 

Marvel ye, that the hand 

Is chilled and nerveless now— r 
When thinking o$ its native land* 

Will cloud the sunniest brow ? 

Go forth, ye gallant few, 

Where the thickening dangers call, 
The hand of Heaven shall guide you through, 

And its blessings on you fall ! 
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THE BOY WITH THE GOLDEN LOCKS. 

BY R. PEALE. 

L 

Aye, fold thy mantle round thy tiny form, 
And bid the lightning of thy kindling eye, 
Paint burning vengeance on the darkened sky, 

Where thou alone art monarch of the storm. 

Look proudly down, young emperor, on the worm, 
That creeps upon thy footstool ; — what to thee 
Amid thy pride, and pomp and majesty, 

Is all the anguish of that reptile form ? 

Aye frown him into dust ! — Why is he near 
The purple garments, and the regal gems, 
The prostrate host of glittering diadems, 

That bend before thee ! Wherefore is he here ? 
Hence, trembling slave, and tread a lowlier path, 
Hence, ere 'tis thine too late to feel a monarch's wrath ! 

II. 

« 
Yet who can tell, image of nobler man, 

What pomp awaits thee in thy proud career, 

How many a sigh, how many a burning tear 

May mark the pathway of thy little span. 

That feeble arm, in Heaven's behest, may be 
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The weight to crush a tyrant in his power ; — 
That voice, perchance, e'en in its darkest hour, 
May wake the dying song of liberty ! 
And thine, sweet boy, may be a happier lot, 

The peaceful slumber 'neath the greenwood tree ! 
And memory's hand may wake a song for thee, 
Whose strains can never be like mine forgot. 
Away sad dreamer ! Heaven's benison 
Shall wait around thy path, thou young and lovely one ! 
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THE DELUGE. 



AFTER POUSSIN. 



The birds had sought the silence of the woods, 
And the beasts crouched them in their solitudes. 
Man hurried to and fro, with pallid cheek, 
And wandering eyes, that in their silence speak 
Unutterable things : — no voice was heard, 
And not one breath of air the drooping foliage stirred. 

There was a silence brooding o'er the earth, 
Like that which heralds the young earthquake's birth. 
Dark clouds were sweeping slowly through the sky, 
And far above a blackened canopy 
Shut out the last rays of the sicklied sun. 
The eternal voice went forth — the work of death begun ! 

Then pealed the thunder of offended Heaven ! 
The trembling earth from its deep centre riven, 
Sent forth with one wild groan of agony, 
Its boiling waters, rushing to the sky. 
The lightning met them in their midway path, 
And bore them back to earth, stern ministers of wrath. 

Then rose one, loud, last shriek ! — The torrent poured, 
And death's dark angel o'er the ruin soared : — 
Echoed each struggling prayer, each maddening cry 
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And mocked his victims in their agony ! 
Hope's cherub voice, and angel smile were fled, 
And in their place despair watched o'er the countless dead. 

There lay the mother round whose lifeless breast, 
Clung the loved babe her dying arms had pressed. 
And there, half shrouded by her golden hair, 
Floatfci the wreck of all that once was fair ; 
And he, whose arm in vain was stretched to save, 
Slept many a fathom deep, beneath the howling wave. 

Creation was in tears ! the innocent flowers 
Were crushed beneath the fragments of the towers, 
Round which they clung : — the home of majesty 
Sheltered the loathsome tenants of the sea. 
Darkness and death had spread their funeral pall, 
And nature wept alone, above her bright ones' fall ! 
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P^ESTUM. 

BY DOUGHTY I FROM THE ITALIAN. 

I stood alone, 
Amid the ruins of departed pride, 

And saw above the wreck of glories gone, 

The shrouded genius of oblivion glide. 

I asked of time : — 
Whose was this shrine, this towering monument, 
This proud momento of a golden clime ? 

Time spread his wings, and hurrying on he went. 

I asked of fame : — 
Why do the echoes of thy trumpet sleep, 
And wake no more, its glories to proclaim ? 
— Her eyes were raised, but only raised to weep. 

Oblivion came: — 
Again I asked, whose was this prostrate shrine, 
Tell me thou conqueror of time and fame ! 
Oblivion only murmured, " it is mine" 
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MOONUGHT. 



BY VANDERNEER. 



Welcome bright gem of night! I've watch'd thee through 
Thy bright eternal round of endless change. 
And still thou art not dimmed ! I've seen thee beaming 
Upon the glacier's height, shedding a light 
Wildering and tremulous, like that which gleams 
From maniac beauty's eye. I've seen thee shining 
Upon the flowers of spring, pillowing thy beams 
Upon their blushing petals, as they rose 
To riot in thy mild and gentle radiance. 
I've seen thee mirrored in the glassy wave, 
Unruffled by the breath of summer, still 
And motionless as listening to the strain 
Of nature's melody. And now again 
I gaze upon thee in thy loveliness, 
This is thy loveliest light ! Welcome bright moon — 
Welcome bright harvest moon ! How many an eye 
Clouded or tearless, gazing on thy light 
Brightens and weeps. How many a parted scene 
Of joy and happiness comes rushing in 
To claim a home in memory's darkened hall ! 
How many a blighted hope, beneath thy beam 
Brightens, and lives and dies ! Oh, there have been 
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Changes since thou wert here : — many a heart 

Then warm with joy and love, now droops alone 

Broken and bleeding ! Many a dream of hope, 

Formed 'neath thy light, fled with its parting ray ! 

Where now are friendship's vows, then fondly pledged 

Beneath thy silver beam ? — they too are broken. 

Death hath been here — cold-blooded jealousy — 

Slander hath done his work. Congenial souls, 

Hearts that were made to love, all — all alike 

Are rent asunder ! Thou may'st still roll on, 

Bright orb, yet ages cannot heal the wounds, 

Which one short year hath made. The flowers of spring 

Will bloom again in beauty — summer's songs 

Again will wake their melody — thy beams 

Will still shine on in loveliness, yet ne'er 

Can beauty build again her broken bower ! 

The broken heart can never heal again ! 

The light that beams amid the shades of death, 

Must be the beacon of eternity ! 

Ay, I remember now, 'tis a sad tale, 
Yet hath a hidden sense, and thus it runs: — 
I saw two beings in the bloom of youth, 
And blush of innocence, with hearts elate 
And full of joy and love, gazing upon 
Thy face, bright harvest moon, when last its beams 
Came down upon this earth — a youth and maiden. 
He was all life, and light, and buoyancy — 
Like the young eagle, proudly rioting 
In the full blaze of fond enthusiasm : 
That maiden was all love and innocence. 
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And purity and joy. Each turned to gaze 
On love's own image, in the other's eyes 
Reflected. And I heard them pledge their vows. 
They spoke of friendship, but they thought of love ! 
One year is gone : — that maiden and her vows 
Are passed away, yon harvest moon, which shone 
So sweetly down upon them, coldly gleams 
Upon her silent grave ! Beneath its beams 
He roams along, a wildered maniac ! 
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A LADY IN A BOWER. 

BY T. SULLY. 

I saw her in the pictured hall, 

Her blush was like the morning's glow, 
Her heavenly aspect promised all 

That man can ask for here below. 

I saw her by the sacred hearth, 
Where peace and purity entwine, 

And thought there could be nought on earth, 
Too rich to offer at her shrine. 

I saw her in the blooming bower, 

Where wild flowers pour their offering ; 

I thought her smile like the spell of power, 
That dwells in the early buds of spring. 

I deemed her spirit pure and bright, 

With feeling, thought, and fancy beaming : 

She seemed an angel form of light — 
Alas ! — that it was only seeming ; 

I saw her in the festive throng, 

Where flattery his song was singing : 

I saw her whole soul borne along, 

By every change the fiend was ringing. 
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I saw her triumph in the pain 

Of one a stranger in our land. 
Who exiled from his home — in vain, 

Implored for kindness at her hand. 

I saw transformed her angel smile, 
To a heart-withering, serpent sneer : — 

I saw, and shuddering thought the while, 
That one condemned of Heaven was near. 

Now tho' the bower be decked again, 
With all love's sweetest witchery, 

That languid air is all in vain, 

Foul sorceress, hence ! begone from me ! 
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THE PENITENT MAGDALEN. 

AFTER P. BATTONI. 

Weep on, thou erring, but repentant one ! 
A few short days, thy task of penance done, 

And thou shalt be at rest. 

Happy to be so early blest, 
Happy so soon to close life's darkened page, 
Happy so soon to end thy weary pilgrimage. 

Oh ! thine were golden dreams — too bright to last ! 

Thy cup of grief was bitter, but 'tis past ! 
That flushed, yet fading cheek. 
Those sunken eyes for thee shall speak ; 

Those trembling hands clasping in agony ! 

Those tears, the ransom price of thy lost soul shall be ! 

Thy cup of joy was mantling to the brim, 

And thy young lips, which fondly pledged to him. 

Love's first born vow, 

Knew not the poisoned draught, which now 
Steals from the young cheek all the rose's bloom, 
And bids to flourish there the hectic of the tomb ! 
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Weep on ! those tears are Heaven's benison 
Upon the burning heart, thou sinful one ! 

What though the world may fling 

O'er all thy hopes its withering ? 
Weep on ! — those tears shall wash away the stain, 
And thou shalt be redeemed, pure, spotless once again. 
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VIEW 

IN THE NOTCH OP THE WHITE MOUNTAINS, N. H. ' 

BY PRATT. 

How sweetly 'neath the pale moonlight, 
That slumbers on the woodland height, 
Yon little cot appears : — scarce seen 
Amid the twining evergreen, 
That fondly clings around its form, 
To shield it from the midnight storm. 
Poor trembler, I have seen like thee, 
Fond woman in her constancy, 
E'en when the stormiest hour came on, 
Cling closer to the much loved one, 
Nor dream till every tie was parted, 
That all within was hollow-hearted. 
Yon little cot looks wondrous fair, 
But yet no taper glimmers there ! 
— Say whither are its dwellers gone ? 
Bird of the mountain, thou alone, 
Saw by the lightning from on high, 
The mountain torrent rushing by, 
Beheld upon its wild-wave borne 
The tall pine from the hill top torn : — 
Amid its roar thine ear alone, 
Heard the shrill shriek — the dying groan, 
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The prayer that struggled to be free, 
Breathed forth in life's last agony ! 
In vain, — no angel form was there 
The wild wave drowned the sufferer's prayer. 
Far down the rocky glen they sped, 
The mountain spirits shrieked and fled ! 
'Twas morning ; and the glorious sun 
Shone on the work, which death had done, 
On shattered cliff — and broken branch, 
The ruin of the avalanche ! 
And there lay one, upon whose brow, 
Age had not shed its wintry snow, 
The fragment in whose clenched hand, told 
How firm on life had been his hold, 
While the curled lip — the upraised eye 
Told all a father's agony! 
And there, beside the torrent's path, 
Too pure, too sacred for its wrath, 
Lay one, whose arms still closely pressed 
An infant to her frozen breast : — 
The kiss upon its pale cheek sealed 
A mother's quenchless love revealed. 
Sire, mother, offspring, all were there — 
Not one had 'scaped the conqueror's snare, 
Not one was left to weep alone — 
The dwellers on the hills were gone. 
The wild bird soaring far on high, 
Beheld them with averted eye ; 
The forest prowler as he passed, 
Look'd down upon the rich repast, 
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But dared not banquet ; — 'twas a spell, 
Which bound them in that lonely dell. 
And there they slept — so peacefully, 
That the lone pilgrim passing by 
Had deemed them of some brighter sphere, 
Condemned awhile to linger here, 
Whose pure eyes sickening at the sight 
Of sin and sorrow's withering blight, 
Had sought in tears that silent glen, 
And slumbered, ne'er to wake again. 
And there they found them — stranger hands 
Bore them to where yon cottage stands, 
And there one summer evening's close 
They left them to their last repose. 

Such the brief page, thy story fills, 
Thou lonely cottage of the hills ! 
E'en while I gaze, night's dusky shade 
Is gathering — as the moonbeams fade. 
Around thy walls, they faintly play, 
They tremble — gleam — then flit away ; — 
They fade — they vanish down the dell, 
Lone cottage of the hills, farewell ! 
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THE LOVE-LETTER. 



BY SCHALCKEN. 



" Beloved one ! thou art all the world to me ! 
" Thine image haunts me in my midnight dreams, 
" My waking visions are but fitful gleams 

" Of bliss that lives, and only lives with thee. 

" Sole object of my hearts idolatry ! 

" How slowly do the lingering hours steal on, 

" When she whose love once gave them wings, is gone. 

" When shall thy worshipper on bended knee, 

" Hail the blest hour his footsteps cease to roam, 

"And hear thy sweet lips bid the wanderer welcome 
home?" 

These are sweet letters, lady, and will cost 

Thy young heart many a pang. Its brightness lost, 

What hand shall give new lustre to the gem ? 

The rose-bud gathered from its parent stem, 

What magic spell shall stay its withering, 

Or give fresh beauty to the faded thing ? 

And thus it is with thee ! Oh ! — thou art fair, 

And pure, and lovely as a thing of air, 

The white-robed seraph bending at the shrine, 

Knows not one feeling holier than thine. 

Jf et art thou lost — aye, lovely as thou art, 
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Th' envenomed adder slumbers in thy heart ! 
Yes, thou can'st smile, and scorn my prophecy — 
Oh ! would it might be ever thus with thee. 

'Twere a vain wish : — the loveliest flowret's form 
In all its bloom but masks the canker worm — 
And the rich foldings of the summer cloud, 
Serve but the lightning's hidden bolt to shroud. 
Thy heart is happy now ! too soon 'twill learn 
The kindling anguish of those thoughts, which burn 
And sear like lava-fire the maddened brain. 
Not all thy tears can wash away the stain, 
Which sorrow's finger on thy cheek shall trace : — 
Where shall thy broken heart find out a resting-place ? 

Thy little bark, freighted with misery, 
Wafted by burnings sigh of agony, 
Shall float along o'er life's tempestuous wave, 
To that last haven ot repose — the grave ! 
There sorrow and the broken heart are not, 
And there, thy love, and grief shall be alike forgot. 
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LANDSCAPE. 



BY SHAW. 



I stood upon the green hill-side, 

Where life's first golden hours began, 

The wreck of youth's and boyhood's pride, 

■ 

A grey-haired, sorrow-stricken man. 

* 

The ruin on the mountain, height, , 
Still frowned as proudly o'er the lake, 

As when in fancy's boyish flight, 

I loved its slumbering notes to wake. 

The careless fisher on the bank, 

Still sported with the shining train : — 

The wild deer of its waters drank, 
Then bounded lightly o'er the plain. 

The light bark flitted o'er the wave, 
As swift as when impelled by me : — 

And every grove its echo gave, 

To the sweet song of bird and bee. 

All were the same : — the sunbeams played 

As brightly over hill and glen, 

Through the same bowers the breezes strayed 

And breathed the same wild notes again. 
4 
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And I, the only one of all 

That met me in my wanderings, 
Had seen affliction's shadowy pall 

Thrown o'er this fair world's brightest things. 

Why should I fondly linger there, 
A truant from the gay world's train ? 

I did but come to breathe one prayer, — 
Then back to busy life again. 

Sleep on in all thy quietness, 

Sweet home of peace ! — an angel care 
Shall hover over thee, and bless 

The heart that bleeds in sadness there. 
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A STUDY FROM SWISS SCENERY. 

BY A. FISHER. 

Morning, upon the hills of Switzerland ! 

Above the realms of night, 
Their proud tops blazing in its golden light, 

Her monarch mountains stand. 

Around each brow a glittering coronet, 

Sends back the burning blaze : 
O'er hill and glen, where'er the eye may gaze, 

Its jewelry is set. 

Noon — mid the peaceful vales of Switzerland ! 

Sunshine upon the face 
Of the stored treasures of the mountain-race, 

The firm of heart and hand. 

It rests upon the home of liberty ! 

On Grutli's hallowed plain : — 
Where first the Switzer broke th' accursed chain 

Of foreign tyranny. 

Evening — upon the hills of Switzerland ! 

The Semi's far sounding horn, 
In floating echoes o'er the mountains borne, 

Hath hushed the sleeping land. 
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At such an hour, by wrong to madness driven, 

Went forth her chosen band : — 
In freedom's cause was raised each patriot hand, 

— The oath was heard in Heaven ! 
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THE BLIND MAN. 
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BY OPIE. 

Oh ! what are all life's glittering scenes to thee, 

Thou lone and sightless one ! 
They cannot sooth thy misery, 

They cannot bid life's sands less slowly run. 

Oh ! thine hath been a weary pilgrimage, 

Through a long waste of years, 
Without one ray to light the page, 

Which bears the record of thy many tears. 

The hands that should have led thee on thy way, 

And smoothed thy couch of rest, 
Are chilled and mouldering in the clay, 

That presses on each cold and lifeless breast. 

The eyes that watched thee in thy wanderings, 

Around thy cottage door, 
Like all earth's young and lovely things, 

Beam gladness o'er thy lonely path no more. 

And thou art left alone, amid the storm, 

Of this world's woe, 
To float a wrecked and shattered form, 

Where'er the waves may drive, the breezes blow. 
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But faith is left thee, though thy hopes are gone, 

Like dew-drops from the flower : — 
'Tis a weak reed thou lean'st upon, 

Yet shall not fail thee in thy darkest hour. 

Fixed be thy thoughts on Heaven, thou lonely one ! 
Weep not thy mournful doom : — 

Thy toil of grief is nearly done- 
Heaven shall make smooth thy pathway to the tomb ! 
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LANDSCAPE AFTER SUNSET. 

BT ALLSTON. 

The tender twilight with a crimson cheek 
Leans on the breast of eve. The wayward wind 
Hath folded her soft pinions, and gone down 
To slumber by the darkened woods — the herds 
Have left their pastures, where the sward grows green 
And lofty by the river's sedgy brink, 
And slow are winding home. Hark, from afar 
Their tinkling bells sound through the dusky glade, 
And still wood-places, with a pleasant sound, 
While answering echo from the distant hill, 
Sends back the music of the herdsman's horn. 
How tenderly the trembling light yet plays 
O'er the for waving foliage ! Day's last blush 
Still lingers on the billowy waste of leaves, 
With a strange beauty — like the yellow flush 
That haunts the ocean, when the day goes by. 
Methinks, whene'er earth's wearying troubles pass 
Like winter shadows o'er the peaceful mind, 
'Twere sweet to turn from life, and pass abroad, 
With solemn footsteps, into nature's vast 
And happy palaces, and lead a life 
Of peace, in some green paradise like this. 
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The brazen trumpet, and the loud war-drum 
Ne'er startle these green woods : — the raging sword 
Hath never gathered his red harvest here ! 
The sweet — still summer day hath never closed 
Around this quiet, spot, and paught the. $sam 
Of war's rude pomp : — the humble dweller here 
Hath never left his sickle in the field, 
To slay his fellow with unholy .hand. 
The maddening voice of battle — -the wild groan 
The heavy murmurings'of the dying man — . 
And the wild shriek of mortal agony, 
Have never broke its sabbath quietness ! 
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ECCE HOMO. 



BY MORALES. 



Oh, not as critics, but as sinners Lord ! 

Bend we in silent, and in humble trust ; 
Pure, kind, and lovely is thy blessed word, 

A|nd all thy watchings were for sinful dust ! 
The young gaze on thee, solemn as the grey— • 

The aged saint whose soul is weaned from earth, 

The dreaming child, e'en from thought's earliest birth, 
The tender sanctity of woman — yea 
All hearts doth thy great agony absorb !— 
Sorrow, and shame, and awe are working deep, 

Within the mansions of my sinking soul ; 
My breath is hushed — life's currents slowly creep,— 

My eye is fixed — dark shadows o'er it roll 
As upon wings my spirit mounts ! — and now 
Earth lies below a dim and rolling orb, 
The stars are gleaming with a warmer glow, 
And afar off my gazing eyes descry, 
The opening dawn of dim eternity ! 
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THE PROPHETESS. 



BY ALLSTON. 



" Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously ; the horse and 
his rider hath he thrown into the sea." Exoaus 15c. 21 v. 

Slumbers the vengeance of th* Eternal God ? 
Or hath his hand grown cold ! His chosen ones, 
E'en Israel, the people of his love, 
Do many dangers compass. In their path, 
The broad sea rolls its waves, and near behind 
The host of horsemen, and of chariots press 
Upon their flight. * Wherefore,' they madly cry, 

* Have we come forth into the wilderness, 

* To seek out graves : — the armed men of war 

* Press hard upon us, and our lives are given 

' An offering to their wrath. God hath forsaken, 

* And left us in this last extremity !' 

Mistaken race ! — e'en while their lips poured forth 
Complainings, and reproaches upon him, 
Who kept them as the 4 apple of his eye,' 
The pillar of his mercy, and his wrath 
Shed forth its burning glory on their path, 
And frowned upon their foes : — an angel hand 
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Made bare their pathway through the wheltnmg" seas. 
The warrior host, in glittering panoply/* 
Came sweeping on their track : — th' uplifted sword, 
And brandished javelin in the sunbeams gleamed. 
Back came the sundered waters, and in one 
Wild rush, buried beneath the rolling waves 
Horsemen and chariots !— one loud, fearful burst 
Of agony, told that the work was done ! 
And Israel stood in safety on the bank, 
Lifting her thousand hands in gratitude. 
Trembling old age, and lisping infancy 
Poured forth their prayers while the inspired of Heaven, 
Miriam went forth, and by .the water's side, 
Woke the triumphal song to Israel's God ! 

Sing to the Lord ! 
For Israel hath he triumphed gloriously : — 
Horseman and chariot, spear and sword, 
Are whelmed beneath the sea ! 

Sing to the Lord ! 
He is our strength, our glory and our song, 
Long be th' eternal one adored, 
To whom our prayers belong. 

Sing to the Lord ! 
Who mid the mighty ones is like to thee ! 
All Israel listens to thy word, 
And bows in dust the knee. 
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Sing to the Lord ! 
For Israel hath he triumphed gloriously :— 
Horseman and chariot, spear and sword, 
Are whelmed beneath the sea ! 
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LANDSCAPE. 



BY DOUGHTY. 



'Tis a lone spot, 
Far from this world's wild mirth, and revelry, 
Where sorrow's stricken child might rest, and' be 

Remembered not. ] 

t 
i 

The placid lake, 
So calmly sleeps beneath the shadowing trees, 
That scarce the rushing of the mountain breeze 

Its rest can break. 

The lonely erne, 
Fixed on her rock amid the sleeping flood, 
Watches the wanderings of her infant brood, 

Where'er they turn. 

On mountain height, 
And humble vale, the glittering sunbeams rest :— 
And the young flowers, by summer's breeze caressed, 

Blush in their light. 
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Mid the dim grove, 
The thrilling melody of nature floats : — » 
And through each green- wood path, the mountain goats 

And wild deer rove. 

The forest stream 
Comes dancing down the crags in happy glee, 
And like a host, glittering in jewelry, 

Its waters gleam. 

The storm forgot, 
Nature puts on her garb of loveliness, 
And Heaven's warm smile comes mildly down, to bless 

This lovely spot. 

All is sweet peace :— 
Here might the wearied wanderer find repose, 
And sleep, forgetful of his many woes, 

JJYhere sorrowings cease. 
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TO A LADY. 



NUMBER- 



With the proud father of a noble line, 
A race of freemen, children of the soul, 
Whose name is stamped on fame's eternal roll, 

My strain began. Lady, it ends with thine ! 

I know thee not, save in the mimic scene, 
Where now I gaze upon thee — and 'tis well 
For thee, young innocent ! — these lips could tell 

But a sad tale of sorrows that have been. 

E'en now my heart would worship at the shrine, 
Of thy young loveliness ! But wherefore bring 
A strain so sad, a heart that's withering, 

When sweeter songs, and happier hearts are thine ? 

Heaven bless thee, girl, and keep thee as thou art — 

Thy guardian saint shall watch over thy pure,young heart ! 



N0TE8. 

Page a— u The Boy unth the Golden Locks:' The author has takes 
the liberty of giving this title to a beautiful portrait, of a little Boy, by 
Peale. Vide, Catalogue, Number 70. 

Page 16. — A lady in a Bower. For this, as well as the beautiful illus- 
tration of the painting, numbered (33) , the author is indebted to the po- 
liteness of two esteemed friends ; and has only to regret, that his work is 
not enriched with more from the same source. 

Page 30.— View in the " Notch? of the white Mountains. This effu- 
sion was originally published in one of the weekly papers in this city.— 
The author is well aware that the connexion between the painting, and 
the poetry is not very apparent, but the circumstance of the events narrated 
having occurred in that place, has induced him to insert it. 

Page 25. — Landscape by Shaw* This beautiful little landscape may 
have attracted the attention of but few, among the numerous visitors of 
the " Gallery, 9 ' as it is placed in a very unfavorable light It may be 
found No. 58, in the catalogue, and is well worth the attention of every 
-admirer of that class of paintings. 

Page 37.— Landscape by Doughty, See Catalogue of Paintings, No. 106 
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